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gather the little fellow to her breast with her fore-paws, that her tusks might give him protection to the last. Then she died.
Feeling his mother's grip upon him relax, the cub climbed upon her body and bravely attempted to defend himself. We were not yet so hardened in the stern life of this region that we could step up and put a bullet through the heart of that trusting youngster without suffering qualms of conscience. Soon mother and son, were blending their blood there upon the ice. Two of our best dogs had this she-bear killed in her fierce defense of her young.
The day before Christmas a lank, lean, hungry bear came near evening up some of the score against his tribe. Though the day was very dark and stormy, 1 took my usual walk out of doors, to and from the beach. The bear sneaked, stealthily after me, and when 1 turned to walk back toward the sea once more., there he was in the path only a dozen feet away, crouching to spring. For an instant only did I hesitate., and that moment the bear and I stood looking one another in the ej^e. There was something about' his personal appearance I did not like, and instinctively I resented any closer acquaintance with him. Then I raised my arms and shouted at him, and for answer he leaped at me. I sprang to one side, toward a spot where 1 knew